
The T timing of the Shrew, 

I would efleeme him worth a dozen fucb ; 

But fupthcirwtll } ar>d looke vote them all. 

To morrow I intend to hunt againe. 

Huntf, 1 will my lord. 

Lord. What’s heeref One dead,cr drunke? See doth he breath? 

2 . Hun, He breath’s my Lord. Were he not warm’d with Ale 

this were a bed but cold to fleepe fo found! y . 

Lord. Oh mounrtious heart , how like a fwine he lyes. 
GrirfSSnc death how foule and loathfome is thine image : 
bits, i will praftife on this drunken man . 

What thinkeyou , if hewercconuey’dtobed, 

Wrap’d in fv veet eloathes : Rings put vpon his fingers : 

A mod delicious banquet by his bed, 

And braue attendants neere him when he wakes , 

Would not the beggerthen forget hiipfelfe ? 

j.Htmtfi Beleeue me Lord, 1 thinkehee cannot chocfe, 
a. H. It would feeme ilrange vnto him when he wak’d. 

Lord. Euen as a flatting dreamc, or worthies fancic. 

Then take him vp, and manage well the iert j 
Carrie him gently to my fairert Chamber, 

And hang it round with all my wanton piflures. 

Balm’e his foul: head in warrtie diftilled waters. 

And burne fweet Wood to make the lodgingiweetc %■ 

Procure me mufickerea die when he wakes, 

To make a dulcet and a heaueoly found : 

Andif he chance to fpeake,be ready ttraight 
( And with alow tobihiflme reuerence) 

Say.vvhat is it your honor will cemmard : 

Let one attend him with a filuetBafon 

Full of refe-water. And hertrew’d with flow ers, 

Another bears the Ewer: the third a Diaper, 

And fay wilt plcafc your Lordfliipcoole your hands, 

Some one be readic with a coftly !ui c, 

Andat ke him what apparel! he will ware: 

Another tell himof hisHoundsand Hotfe , 

And that hisLady mouvnes at hss difeale, 

• Perfwadehim that he hath binLunaticke, 

And w hen he layes he is, fay that hecreame?, 

For hsis nothing but amightie Lord ; _ 



T he Taming of, the fhteW, 


il play our part 

He hno lelTe then what wc fay he is. _ 

Lord. Take him vp gently, and to bed with him, 

And each one to his office when lie wakes. 

Sound Trumpets. 

Sirrah,go fee what Trumpet ’tis that found s. 

Belike lome Noble Gentleman that meanes 
( Traucllingfomeiourney) torepofe him hesre. 

£ nt er Seruingmtw* 

How now ? who is it ? 

Ser. An’ t pleafe your Honor, players 
That offer feruice to your Lordfhip. 

, Enter players. 

Lord. Bid them come neere ; 

Now fellowes,youare welcome. 

E layers. We thankc your Honor. 

Lord, Doyou intendtortay with me to night ? 
a. Player. Sopleafe your Lcrdfhippe to accept our dutse 
Lard. With all my heart. This fellow I remember, 
Since once he plaide a Farmers cldeft fonne, 

Twas w'htre you woo’d the Gentlewoman fo well: 

1 haueforgot your name ; but lure thatpart 
Was aptly fitced,and naturally perform’d, 

Sincklo. I thinke ’twas Soto that your Honor meanes, ■ 
Lord, ’Tis verie true, thou didft it excellent: 

Well you are come to me in happic time, 

The rather fori hauefome fportin hand. 

Wherein your cunningcan affifl me much. 

There is a Lord will heare you play tonights 
But I amdoubtfull of your modefties, 
ieaft (ouer-eying othis oddebehauiour 9 
For yet his honor neuer heard a play) 

Y»u breake into fome merris paffion, 

A? 


This do.and doe it kindly, gentle firs. 

It will be paftime paffing excellent. 

If it be hul banded with modclbe. 

, prdi*rMv Lord I warrant you wc a 


